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One 


Author's Notes: 
This was a request, hope you like it. 


| was always in awe of Axl, | mean, he made it, man. Not like | didn't think | would make it, | did, or | hoped | 
would, but | didn't think I'd make it that big. Stadiums, riots, debauchery. All that stuff. | was just a little mid- 
west hippie singing songs. 


It was insane when my sister suggested she get in touch with Axl and see if he could help me and my band 
out. She called him Bill. | didn't think anything would come of it, | mean, he was busy as hell, you could see that 
in every MTV interview ever. And | had the impression that he was kind of crazy, kind of volatile. | lived right 
near Lafayette so | heard things, all kinds of things. Some people said he was a great guy, all mellow and normal 
and the media was giving him a hard time. Some people said he was a crazy asshole who kept getting arrested 
and would fight with anyone who looked at him sideways. So | didn't know what to expect, but he heard my 
band do a cover of "Don't Cry" and he let me sing on that song on the album. Awesome. Not like anyone would 


know, but | knew. And he was cool, he was helpful and all like, "you're from Indiana, I'll help you out," 


Now here | was at the video shoot for "Don't Cry" and it was massive and awesome and the biggest production 
of anything I'd ever seen. | was just walking around the sets in a daze. | liked the self-importance of the 
director, this weasel faced guy in a blue baseball hat. | chuckled to myself at him. 


Axl had this girlfriend, this super super model named Stephanie. She was taller than he was and kind of 
beautiful in a frightening way. She was all sharp angles and sleek shiny dark hair, but she was nice enough and 
talked in a little girl baby voice. They seemed happy, hanging all over each other between takes. So that was 
good. 


Most of the scenes featured Axl, There was this one scene that was pretty cool, he was in this hospital room 
and then different versions of him came in and pointed fingers at each other and took off through the 
mirrors. | was standing along the sidelines watching him as the make-up people brushed foundations and colors 
on his eyelids and cheeks. | watched the costume people adjust his hospital gown and delicately put the hospital 
band around his wrist. He laid back on the stretcher gurney thing he was on and seemed calm and passive, 
letting them adjust things. He was actually really pretty for a guy and | couldn't quite put my finger on it. 
Most of the metal scene guys were kind of ugly with their fringy long hair and torn jeans, but Axl..l didn't 


know. 


| wandered around nibbling on donuts from the craft cart, watching Slash talk on this massive mobile phone he 
had. They all had these things. | didn't even have an apartment, never mind a phone. Someday | might have all 
this, if things took off. They might not, | tried not to worry about it. | picked up bits of the fake snow, it was 
plastic, and rubbed it between my fingers. 


While they were shooting one of Slash and Duff's scenes | went to the dressing room area, thinking | might 
smoke a little pot, just to make things interesting. | had some in my bag. | didn't have a dressing room, | kept 
most of my stuff in Axl's dressing room. | heard noise, commotion, and | stopped walking and held myself stiff 
and still as a hunting dog. | didn't want to burst in on him if he was busy, or talking to someone. | didn't want 


to incur his wrath. 
| heard voices, it was Axl and Stephanie. His voice was a low growl. Hers was a sharp falsetto note, the cute 
baby doll-ness was gone. They were fighting. The door was slightly open and | saw his eyes narrowed at her, 


his hands clenched into fists. | saw the haughty angle of her chin. On tiptoes | crept away. 


There were only crumbs of the donuts left on the craft table. The set people were dismantling little worlds 
and erecting others. Slash was back on his phone, it looked like a brick in his hand. 


The day of shooting was almost done and there was nothing more for me to do. | headed toward Axl's dressing 


room to get my stuff, sure that he wouldn't be there now. It had been hours since | had crept away. 


| swung the door open and nearly gasped to find him sitting there on the little couch. He was hunched over, his 
head in his hands. | saw the way the dressing room lights played off his red hair. 


"Hey, uh, hi," | said, standing like a deer in headlights. Axl was the oncoming car. He looked up at me and | was 


startled by his beauty. His eyes, the way they glistened with tears and looked like this unreal green color, like 
the ocean when you got up close to it. His high cheekbones, the shape of his nose and lips, the remnant of the 
make-up they'd been putting on him all day giving him just another feminine edge. 


"Hi," he said, his voice husky and thick from crying. | had expected anger from him beyond the mellowness, but 
not this. | scrambled inside my brain for what to do. | just hadn't expected him to look so pretty, and I'd never 
really thought that about any other guy before. 


"Uh, what's the matter?" | said gently, stepping into the room. He took a hitching little breath like a little kid 
would after sobbing. 


"Stephanie, man, we had a fight." he shook his head. | bit my lip. His fragile air, his high cheekbones and deep 
voice made you want to side with him. | did. | wanted to touch him more than anything. | felt the slight 


tremors in my hands. 


| sat next to him, feeling the warmth radiating off of his body, and | put my hand on his shoulder, afraid of all 
these actions. He'd know what | wanted, wouldn't he? | was sure that guys coming on to him wasn't anything 


new. 


| didn't know what to say, or if | should say anything. | didn't know what the fight was about, | didn't know what 
to say. But he relaxed under my touch and then leaned his head against my shoulder. | held my breath as he 
started crying. 


"IFs okay, man," | said, feeling his shoulders start to shake as the crying intensified. | smoothed his hair with 
the palm of my hand, part of me flipping out over this. Was | comforting Axl Rose? 


| held him as he cried, feeling the shaking of his body against me. 


"Hey, it's okay," | said, facing him, seeing the way his tears streaked the make-up. | brushed the tears away 
with my fingertips. | wanted to lean in and kiss him more than anything, but holding him like this was all | dared 
to do. Those hitching little sobs were turning me on, though. His mood swings were like some roller coaster 


that made your stomach dip. 


He leaned back so that he was lying down, his head on the little couch throw cushion. He gazed up at me with 
the same desire in his eyes, his lips parted slightly. Damn, he knew what he was doing. Slut. It was like he was 
pulling me in, | couldn't resist. It was the same way girls signaled that stuff was okay. | saw it in his eyes. 


| leaned over him, into him, felt my lips brush against his. | felt the flick of his tongue against mine. I'd never 
kissed a guy before and was surprised at the difference. Girls' kisses were soft, insubstantial. This wasn't. | 
brushed his hair out of his eyes, trailed my finger down his neck and felt his strong pulse. 


